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Front" in 1935, and he was the only one not to have
benefited by it. He directed an unimportant weekly paper,
La Fleche. In the Chamber, whether in the public sittings
or in those of the Commissions, relish was shown for the
pungency of his words and for the originality of an
argument, the faultless construction and fragility of which
he seemed to delight in revealing simultaneously. It was
well known that he took pleasure in appearing to be
right while actually being wrong, and he joyfully indulged
in it. He was greatly content if he heard people say :
" What a sophist! " for it is not everyone who wishes
that can be a sophist! He loved to amaze, even to
dumbfound.
Only once in my life have I had the opportunity to
get near him and study him for any length of time. That
was in 1924 when he was Principal Private Secretary for
Foreign Affairs under M. Herriot. I had been curious to
know him, and I dare say he had the same feeling about
me. We were lunching with a third party, my colleague,
A. Jullien, who is now dead. Bergery had a distinguished
air, and liked to pass for a dandy. During the conversa-
tion we chanced to touch on the question of the Soviets.
Looking at me hard, perhaps to see how I was going to
react, he flung this remark at me: "I shouldn't be sorry
if we had a little Bolshevik experiment for a week, just
to see. Don't you think it would be amusing ? "
I am not easily disconcerted. In answer I said exactly
what I thought: " Good heavens, no ! What I know of
it gives me no desire to make the trial! "
And we all three laughed.
M. Bergery has the courage of the man who loves to
challenge, and if the day should come for him to decide
on the venture of forming a personal party, perhaps he
would face up to any end and means. But, in his case,
is it not congenitally impossible for him, short of com-
pulsion from men or circumstances, to resolve on anything
more than a mere sketch of a party ?